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About This Book


Detective Kate Morgan wishes all holidays were filled with celebration and joy, but her latest crime scene tells a different story. The leftover festive spirits of Christmas and the new year are overshadowed by the grim reality of another murder. No amount of ribbon wrapped around the body or notations on a greeting card to Believe can change that.

As she delves into the first murder of this year, Kate unexpectedly uncovers a second case—another victim and another instance of holiday cheer turned sour. Are these cases linked, or is Vancouver experiencing an unusually grim extended holiday season?

Simon stands by Kate, offering his unwavering support in her investigations, just as she stands by him and his architectural rehab projects and his peculiar psychic visions. However, when these visions and unsettling rumors begin to threaten his real estate business, Simon realizes more is at play…

But what exactly is happening, and is Kate involved in all this?


Chapter 1
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Last Week of January

Four days later Kate was drowning in paperwork. She heard a noise and looked up to see Rodney come in. His face was still puffy and bruised from the fight in the ring, but he was smiling, cracked lips and all. She got up, walked over, and gave him a gentle hug.

He just held her and whispered, “Thank you.”

She nodded. “So, was that thanks for saving your sorry ass or thanks for saving you from hospital food?”

He laughed. “Both. I don’t know where in hell Simon got that breakfast, but, man, it was something else.”

“It was, wasn’t it?” she agreed.

“Is that how you eat all the time?” he asked, rolling his eyes. “I could really get used to that.”

“If you order from the same places he does, you could have it whenever you want,” she pointed out.

“I don’t know that I could afford even a fraction of it.”

She stopped to consider that, frowning. “I don’t even think about it anymore. I have no idea what any of it costs. He orders it, and I eat it,” she said, with a shrug. “It’s a deal that seems to work for me.”

He burst out laughing. “Of course it does,” he muttered, shaking his head. “It would work for anybody. It’s a damn-good thing you’ve got him to keep you on the straight and narrow. But then again, you also saved his sorry ass.”

“In all fairness,” she pointed out, “it was my turn.”

“How about no more turns?” he grumbled.

“Yeah, I did mention that to him, and he was down for stopping whatever this score-keeping was,” she admitted, with a smile.

“And I understand that things have been calm these past days.”

“Yeah,” she replied, “as calm as it ever is. Couple shootings, couple dead bodies on the streets. We’re waiting for autopsies, but it seems to be drug overdoses. You know, … the usual.”

“Right, … the usual,” he repeated. “And it’s still the season to be jolly—if the middle of January and beyond counts.”

“It does in my book,” she stated agreeably, “if anything jolly is to be had.”

He looked at her and shrugged. “I don’t know, maybe.”

Just then Reese walked in, and the frown on her face said everything.

“Uh-oh,” Kate muttered, frowning back at her. “What’s up?”

“We’ve got”—she hesitated and then relented—“I don’t want to say it’s a church killing or that it’s a religious killing, as the holidays are well and truly over. … Or maybe we’re gearing up already for Valentine’s Day with this guy. … I don’t know. What we do have seems to be a holiday season murder.”

Kate frowned. “We all know that murders are the worst at holiday time. What have you got?”

“I’ve got a man, found in his apartment, no idea what’s going on. He’s dead, cause unknown.”

“So, why is this one any different?”

She looked over at Kate. “Because he’s been wrapped in a red bow, around his … manhood,” she added delicately.

“What?” Kate asked, staring at her.

Reese held out the crime-scene photos. “Yeah, it’ll be another strange one.” She handed out files for each of the team—Kate, Rodney, Lilliana—being reduced in number at this time.

Rodney looked over her shoulder at the photo and whistled. “Good God. What is this about? Did someone not like their Christmas gift or something?”

Lilliana frowned as she opened her file copy.

“He was killed in bed?” Kate walked slowly over to her desk, carrying the new file, staring at that image in her folder. “His lips are already turning blue. Yet the crime scene photos show no drugs, prescription or otherwise. Not even a box of rat poison. This looks pretty deliberate.”

“It does,” Reese agreed.

“Please tell me there are no others.”

“Nope, no others,” Reese noted, “just the one victim, so hopefully it’s an isolated incident.”

Kate looked at the next photo and pointed. “What’s with this note here?”

“The guy lives alone, but a poinsettia was in his bedroom, with a card. On the card was the word Believe.”

“And?” Kate asked, turning to Reese.

“One of the techs declared that it’ll be another one of those woo-woo cases, so he named it the Believe It or Not case.”

“That makes no sense,” Kate muttered.

“No, it probably doesn’t, but all I can tell you is that’s what he put it down as.”

Kate didn’t like it. She frowned. “Generally we identify the cases by the name of the deceased.”

“Yeah, generally we do,” Reese agreed, with a smirk.

Just then Simon texted her. How about spending next weekend on the Running Mate?

She sent back a quick reply. I’m doubting it at this point.

No, none of that. You have to BELIEVE.

She stared at his text, stared down at her case folder, and whispered, “Crap. Maybe that’s what this one will be called after all.” She held up her phone to show the text message that Simon had just sent.

Lilliana looked at it, turned to Reese, then back to Kate, and shook her head. “No. … Hell no. Not another woo-woo case already. We’re still buried in paperwork from the last one.”

“Yeah, you’re not kidding,” Kate confirmed, as she stared at her phone.

Simon called and asked, “Is there a reason why I just used the word believe?”

“You tell me,” she muttered, with a sigh. “I just got a case where the victim is wrapped up in a red bow, near a card in a poinsettia plant with just the word Believe on it.”

“Crap. … I picked up new blankets and cushions for the boat. Plus it’s restocked with supplies and wine. So I thought maybe we could grab next weekend to belatedly set the right tone for the New Year.”

“Let’s just put it this way,” she noted. “If I get free, that would be the real miracle.”

“In that case, I’ll end on the same note I started with. Just believe.”

And, with that, he disconnected.


Chapter 2
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Kate walked into the decedent’s apartment building and stopped. Even for a Saturday morning, a number of people moved in and out at a hurried but steady pace. Some were from her team, and others appeared to be from other apartment buildings, looking to either get away or to see what was going on here.

It wasn’t chaotic but still way too many people for her liking. She sent several uniformed officers to cordon off the area and to redirect any of the actual residents living in this building to use other entrances and exits. Then she stomped her way up the stairs to the second-floor apartment of the recently deceased man.

She had no trouble finding the exact apartment because so many forensics personnel came back-and-forth. As she stepped inside, she saw a familiar face, talking to another team member dressed all in white. The coroner glanced over at her. Immediately the frown on his face increased in wattage—to the point that the associate he was speaking with stepped back hurriedly.

Kate just smiled at the coroner.

“This is hardly a smiling matter,” Dr. Smidge snapped.

“Nope, sure isn’t,” she stated agreeably. “And at the holidays too—or between them at least.”

Immediately Smidge’s shoulders slumped, and he nodded. “It’s always worse at the holidays,” he muttered. “I don’t understand why people do the absolute godawful worst things at a point in time when we’re supposed to celebrate life.”

“Some people are just wired that way,” Kate noted, shrugging.

He turned to face her. “You and I both know that has nothing to do with the holidays. That’s just people being people.” He snorted and turned his back to her. “This was not a suicide.”

“I wasn’t thinking it was,” she noted, her tone sarcastic.

“Are you being cute with me?”

“No, I’m not. And, from what I’ve seen and read, suicide doesn’t seem possible.”

“No, absolutely not possible.” Then he motioned with his arms and added, “Now that you’re finally here, we can get started.”

She laughed. “I came as soon as I could.”

“Yeah,” he replied, his tone hard, “so did I.” He led her to the bedroom, where the nude victim was in a very suggestive position, with his legs out, arms spread wide. He must have been a gym rat if his sculpted body revealed anything. A big red ribbon had been tied around his … manhood, as Reese had put it.

Kate shook her head. “Definitely an attempt at cheer.”

“As is the card,” Smidge muttered, pointing at the greeting within the big poinsettia on the small table in the bedroom.

She shook her head. “Why would you have a poinsettia in the bedroom?”

“I don’t know,” he replied, frowning at her. “That’s a good question. It’s not exactly a place where you would normally have it, is it?”

“I wouldn’t think so. There’s a coffee table and room for it in the living room. Poinsettias are big, and this one’s particularly huge,” she noted, staring at it admiringly. “It also needs better light than what this room offers.”

“You like them?” Smidge asked her.

“Not really,” she shared. “They always remind me of death.” Startled, he eyed her, and she shrugged. “Again, it’s a seasonal thing, isn’t it?” She frowned at the huge flower.

He studied her curiously. “Why so much interest in it?”

“It just looks very … fresh.” She reached out to check the soil. Sure enough, it was still damp.

He frowned at Kate and then touched the soil himself. “I hadn’t considered that. So, what then? Did our killer bring in this plant?”

“They can last for months, even longer with some extra care. Did our buff guy water this one? Or is it completely disconnected from the scenario we have here?” she asked, with a motion toward the victim, still lying on the bed. “And does the card match up with what’s going on here?”

“It doesn’t,” Smidge stated, with a wry look. “At least I don’t understand the connection. As long as this case is isolated, I’m okay,” he added. “Yet the minute there’s a second connected case, you know how I’ll feel.”

“You know how I’ll feel too,” she replied, glaring at the victim as if the poor hapless man were responsible for everything potentially to come.

Smidge snorted. “Yeah, I hear you. Anyway, I’m taking this guy away. I’ll give you a cause of death soon enough.”

“Nothing is obvious, other than the slightly blue lips,” she pointed out, looking back at the body. “We’re not talking about any major trauma. So, if not a natural death, and you’ve ruled out suicide, then we need a tox screen.”

“Forensics found no pill bottles and no obvious indication of any way that he could have done it to himself.”

Kate frowned and suggested, “Unless he took the drugs while he was still alive and moving around.”

“But we’ve checked the garbage,” Smidge stated, “inside and outside. So, unless he deliberately hid a bag of drugs somewhere else, that won’t cut it.”

She pondered that. “So, we’re looking at some drug then?”

“I’m assuming so,” he began, “but you and I both know …”

“Yep, I’ll wait for your autopsy report.”

He laughed. “If only I could believe that. You’ll be on my ass within days.”

“Hours,” she corrected. “This one’s hot. We need to get at it while we still have a chance to put it to bed.”

“Yeah, well, … you take care of your shit, and I’ll take care of mine.” Smidge ordered his men to remove the body. She watched, hoping to see if anything else showed up during that process, but she found nothing new. As Smidge stood nearby, filling out a form, she asked, “Do you have a name, age, anything?”

“I do.” Smidge handed her a piece of paper. “Name’s here.”

“You have an address for him?”

“Is this not his place?” he asked, glancing around.

“Maybe, but what if it’s not?”

“Good thing we have you to figure that out. As of now, this is the address that goes down in my report, until you tell me differently,” he declared cheerfully. “Happy to have you take care of everything else.” And, with that, he turned and walked out.

She read the name on the greeting card. It was as unassuming as could be. John Smith.

She shook her head. “John Smith, if this apartment is leased to you, that would answer some questions.”

But not all of them. And then the question she needed to answer was, Why the red bow? If she hadn’t been a detective for so long, she would have immediately ID’d the killer as female, red bow and all. However, Kate knew better than to make that assumption too soon.

She needed something else to help her sort out who might have been John’s latest visitor and what actions brought this on.

Smith appeared to be in his mid-thirties and was extremely physically fit. That physically fit part made her think drugs because how else did you take down this mountain of a man, without any bruises or defensive wounds, with no obvious signs of trauma anywhere on his body to suggest how and what he died of?

She found no needle marks on his arms. No needles were on the floor. She had searched his night table—as had the coroner, Dr. Smidge—and saw no sign of any drug paraphernalia. She slowly and methodically went through the bathroom. There were condoms, so this was probably his apartment. Also a shaving kit but nothing to suggest that he lived here full time with a woman.

In fact, nothing here suggested a woman had been around recently at all—or another man for that matter. She pondered that as Rodney raced inside the victim’s bedroom. She turned to him, and he was flushed, out of breath.

“Hey, sorry I’m late,” he muttered. “I had … car troubles.”

She didn’t say anything because she didn’t want to get into that. “You just missed the victim.”

“Yay,” he muttered.

She knew the sentiment wasn’t celebratory, just that he wasn’t at all upset about it. Rodney found that part of the job more troublesome than interesting, so it made perfect sense. She smiled and shared, “Roughly thirty-six-year-old male, John Smith, no obvious sign of trauma.”

“Of course the red bow was just icing.”

“Yeah, the red bow was one indicator. And a huge—I mean, huge—poinsettia plant.”

At that comment, Rodney looked around, checking over the man’s bedroom.

“Forensics took it with them.” Kate added, “I’ve gone through the bedroom.”

“I’ll take a quick look, just in case—”

“I missed anything?” she teased, with a smile.

Rodney shrugged.

Kate pointed. “I’m heading to the living room and the kitchen. Forensics was in there taking photographs, lifting fingerprints, and packing up a whole lot of other items that may or may not help solve this case.” She was about to run out of time because those same forensics people would kick her out soon enough.

As she stopped at the coffee table in the living room, she noted a faint stain, outlining a potted plant, as if it had been watered, and some had leaked. Yet another poinsettia plant was nearby. As she stood in the doorway of the bedroom, she compared the size of the living room poinsettia plant and the size of its pot sitting on the coffee table to what had been in the bedroom—but seized by forensics. Kate nodded. The only difference between the two plants was a big cheerful metallic wrapping around the outside of the living room pot. So, if any water leaked there, it didn’t come from the pot in that metallic wrapping. Maybe it came from the bedroom plant, with no protective foil around its pot. She frowned in that direction.

“Problems?” Rodney asked, as he came up beside her.

She sighed. “I just noticed the big stain on the coffee table. Seems a plant had been moved.”

“Except not that plant nearby because of the metallic wrap,” he pointed out.

“Yeah, exactly.”

But it wouldn’t leave her alone. She stared at it for a long moment, shook her head, made a note of it, and then, unable to help herself, took a quick photo of the stain before walking back out into the main hallway. A number of neighbors stood around, talking in whispers. She turned to Rodney and stated, “I’ll take the first group. You take the second one.” They split up, and, as soon as she walked toward her target group, several of the neighbors tried to disappear. Kate held up her hands, calming them down. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”

Several of them froze, looked back at her, while a few scrambled. “I have a few questions I need to ask. Either we do it now, or I’ll come back later—and later again until I talk to each and every one in this building. If needed, I can haul you all downtown.”

One of them, an older lady, stared at Kate with a bright, inquisitive look. “Did you really think we were running away?”

“Yes,” she declared. “From my experience, one group of people who hang around crime scenes want to be involved in these things. However, then another group just wants to watch from a distance. As soon as a cop approaches, they run.”

The lady flushed. “I wasn’t trying to run, but obviously you were about to do some police business, and I didn’t want to be in your way.”

Kate smiled at her, but it was a grim smile. “A man has been murdered.” At that remark came gasps of horror, and she nodded. “That seems to surprise you.”

“Of course. John’s always been super friendly and kind to all of us,” the older woman shared. “What a waste. It’s a shock.”

Kate came closer. “I’m Detective Morgan.”

“Lisa Hanson.”

“Lisa, … how well did you know John?”

“I didn’t really know him well, but he’s lived here a couple years. So, as any good neighbor does, we have some knowledge of each other and what’s going on.”

“And did he live alone?”

“Now he did, yes. He had an ex. They broke up about maybe six months or so ago.”

As Kate glanced at the crowd, she singled out one of the other ladies beside her. “And your name?”

“Nancy.”

Kate asked, “What do you think, Nancy?”

Nancy nodded. “I would say it was about that,” she began. “He wasn’t the kind to bring home strange women every night, but he certainly wasn’t celibate. If you ask me if I know any of them, then no. I wouldn’t know any of them except for the ex-girlfriend who lived here for about a year.”

Kate made a note on the names and the time frame and asked the group, “And do you know any of his other friends that we could contact?”

Nancy replied, “Hopefully that’ll all be in his phone.”

Lisa nodded.

Kate replied, “That could be a source of information, but anything you guys can corroborate is helpful too.”

Lisa shrugged, looked back at her friends, and added, “John was the guy you could call on if you needed help moving a piece of furniture or if you needed somebody to watch your place because you were going away for a few weeks or so.”

“In my case, I had new appliances delivered,” one of the women shared simply, “and he let the installers into my apartment for me.”

“And you are?”

“Maureen.”

“And you had absolutely no compunction about giving him the keys to your place?” Kate asked her directly.

Maureen, who was approximately fifty years old, flushed ever-so-slightly, then shook her head. “No, of course not. And it wasn’t like that.” Her voice went an octane higher as she continued. “That’s an awful thing to say.” She was an attractive woman in her fifties, and that stood out.

Kate’s eyebrows shot up as she studied her. “I didn’t say anything other than the fact that you let some neighbor have a key to your apartment. John wasn’t a family member, I presume. So, your relationship to John is now, however, of interest.”

“We were friends,” she snapped. “That’s all, nothing more, nothing less.”

Kate didn’t say anything. Her gaze slid over to the two women who had been quiet up until now. She quickly got the names and addresses for all of them. They all lived on this floor, including Jill and Lora. And, of course, nobody had heard or seen anything. “So, none of you have any idea who might have been with John for the last few days? You haven’t seen him at all?”

“No, I haven’t,” Jill confirmed.

“We haven’t seen him.” Lora shook her head.

“I haven’t seen him either,” Maureen stated stiffly, still biting from the insinuation earlier.

Kate certainly wouldn’t take responsibility for that as Maureen had brought that on herself. She was still a good-looking woman though. And John was a good-looking man. So, anything along that line would have been a reasonable suspicion. As her final questions, she turned to the women and asked, “Do you know why John and his current girlfriend broke up? And what was her name, by the way?”

“Norma,” one of the women offered. “It’s such an old-fashioned name.”

Kate wrote it down and agreed. “That’s not as common in the young people these days, is it?”

“Nope, sure isn’t,” she noted. “It’s also my middle name, so it was pretty easy to remember.” She smiled over at Maureen and asked, “Do you know why they broke up?”

“He mentioned something about they didn’t have the same ideologies anymore.”

“As in religion?” Kate asked.

“No, I don’t think religion had anything to do with it. Yet I guess it could have,” Maureen noted, “because I remember her heading off to church one morning, and she was in tears because John wouldn’t join her.”

Kate wrote that down and didn’t say anything for a moment as she studied her notes. Then she asked, “And I guess you don’t have any idea how to get a hold of her, do you?”

“Only that she went to the local church around the corner from here, but now that she’s not living here, I don’t know. You’ll have to track her down yourself.”

“And she was living here with him?”

“I don’t know that either,” she declared, her tone snappish. “She was just here a lot. They were in a relationship, so it made sense.”

“Of course.” Kate nodded. Keeping the thoughts bubbling up in her head to herself, she thanked the women, then turned and headed toward Rodney, who was just finishing off a conversation with the other group of men and women. Both crowds now dispersed.

As they compared notes, she asked Rodney, “Anybody in your group know anything about the girlfriend, Norma?”

He shook his head. “No, they didn’t really have anything to do with him. What about the ladies back there?”

“Apparently he was one of those really nice guys you could give your apartment key to and have deliveries made inside. Plus, if they were going away for a while, he would look after the apartment. That kind of a guy,” she shared, with a knowing look.

Rodney nodded. “I guess that makes sense. He had a girlfriend. Yet, according to my group, they split up about six months ago.”

“Yeah, that correlates with the information I got. And did anybody have any reason for the breakup?”

He shook his head. “Nobody seems to know anything about him, other than he was just a nice guy.”

“Right. So your normal, average, nice guy suddenly ups and gets murdered for no particular reason?” She snorted. “Somehow I don’t think so.”

“Oh, I don’t think so either,” he replied, “but finding out the whys and the wherefores will be a whole different story.”

“As always,” she muttered. “Anyway, let’s keep canvassing, and I’ll go talk to the manager.” The manager, thankfully, was deep into all the noise and commotion with the police, now finding out one of his tenants had been murdered. It was a great conversation opener.

The officer stood back, and he didn’t need to point out who she should talk to. “The super’s name is Hank.”

Hank just kept shaking his head, repeating, “He’s just not the kind to get murdered.”

She wanted to ask what kind of person got murdered because, in her eyes and with her experience, it really could be anybody. She didn’t want to bring up that question, except that she needed to know in what way John just wasn’t that kind of a guy.

“He’s nice. He never got into drugs or anything.”

“So, you knew him really well.”

“No, but … I’m a good judge of character,” he explained, almost as a last-ditch effort to justify his position. Then he frowned. “Surely you’re not blaming him for anything, are you?”

She frowned at him. “I don’t generally blame the victims for getting themselves killed.”

He flushed and shifted nervously.

She couldn’t tell whether his nervousness was due to something he knew and didn’t want to share or he was just uncomfortable talking to the police. She asked, “So what about the girlfriend living with him?”

Hank shook his head. “He did approach me at one point, asking if there would be a problem if he had somebody move in full time. I told him that the lease itself wasn’t affected, but that we would need to know for insurance’s sake.”

“Good point,” she stated, and he seemed to brighten at that. “And did he come back and tell you?”

“He did not. I did see her every once in a while, and I didn’t ask her outright if she was living there,” he admitted ruefully. “Maybe I should have. It never even occurred to me. The lease is in his name, so I do business directly with him.”

“And you didn’t ask John about it either?”

“No.” He shook his head. “And it seemed they broke up fairly quickly afterward,” he added, with an eye roll. “I’m assuming they did. I didn’t see her around anymore.”

“And maybe he was just playing the field.”

“I don’t know,” he said, his sadness evident in his expression. “The last thing I want to do is keep track of every single guy’s romantic adventures in this place.”

It was this place that made her stop and ask, “Why this place?”

He stared at her for a moment, as if he’d said the wrong thing. “Because most people here aren’t married,” he finally shared. “It’s not exactly a building full of families, is it?”

She pondered that as she waved for Rodney to join her, and they both walked outside to their vehicles. Not that it wasn’t a family location but definitely some homeless issues were seen not too far from here. Still, she wouldn’t have considered this apartment building to be in an especially bad area. She asked Rodney about it as they met at her vehicle. “Do you consider this a good area of town or a bad area?”

Surprised, he glanced around and shrugged. “I wouldn’t have said bad. I mean, he obviously was here because he could afford it. The rent was average. I would say it was just fairly typical of what we come across in this area.”

Getting into her car, she added, “The landlord seemed to think that it wasn’t a great location. He made a comment about not wanting to have to police the residents’ living arrangements, sex lives, or dating relationships among tenants, particularly in this area.”

Rodney frowned as he thought about it. “If you want to go in that direction, an adult entertainment store is around the corner. And a strip club is not far away.”

“There are?” she asked, startled.

“Yeah. We’re a couple blocks from the adult entertainment store, but it’s certainly within walking distance.”

“I hadn’t realized.” She glanced around.

“That’s the thing. … It’s just far enough out that you think it’ll all be like this, but it’s not. This is a residential area. A school is not far from here either, which would make it more family-oriented.”

“But that adult element does give rise to the question as to just what this local demographic looks like. Plus where did John work? Nobody mentioned where he worked, only that he mostly worked from home.”

“So, his phone and computer will be our most reliable information banks.”

“We’ve got his phone and his computer too. Forensics has both.”

“So, we should get that information fairly quickly, right?” Rodney asked.

She nodded. “And then the question is, Who were his friends? Damn, I forgot to ask the manager about security in this building.”

“The forensics team used a buzzer to be let in.”

“So, in theory, with a buzzer, our killer would have gained entry either via some resident or on their own,” she noted, “particularly if they had lived here for a while.”

He turned to her and asked, “Are you thinking the girlfriend killed him?”

“No, I’m not thinking anything for certain yet,” she clarified. “However, a girlfriend doing the killing suggests a crime of passion, but this murder? … It seems cold, calculated.”

“But there is a buzzer, so that might be useful.”

“Which you and I both know you can get around by planning the timing just right. With somebody coming out, you slip right in.”

He agreed, “It’s an easy-enough thing to do.”

“Unfortunately it is, isn’t it?” She nodded. “Let’s see what else we can come up with.”

“Where do you want to go from here?”

“I want to drive around the neighborhood,” she shared.

“I’ll see you back at the office then.” He got into his vehicle and took off.

Kate took a much more pragmatic approach and slowly drove around the neighborhood, pondering what the manager had said about this place. Was it a personal thing, or was it something else?

It was just one of those little questions that niggled at the back of her mind. Everybody she had spoken to and those whom Rodney had spoken to didn’t appear to be the family-oriented types, which she also found interesting. If they weren’t, then this was very much more of a singles’ location, as suggested by the super, and that could have something to do with the amenities around this building.

Not to mention the price, because anybody with families needed larger units and would need schools nearby, which according to Rodney there were.

She drove around looking for the school, only to find it was an alternative school, not a public school. That just added credence to the idea that this area was not a good location for a family. Main arterial roads connected everybody within a few blocks. So, from a commuting point of view, it also made sense. However, a great public transit system wasn’t in this general area, which also could make it difficult for families.

Pondering all that, Kate decided to head back to her office. Just as she was about to pull back out onto the traffic, her phone rang. She popped back onto a side street and answered. It was Simon.

“Hey,” he greeted her. “I understand you’ve caught another case. I was just checking in to see if you’re okay.”

She smiled. “You know, most people would not question a detective as to whether they’re okay or not when they catch another case.” She didn’t know if she should be cross or happy that he obviously cared but ultimately decided that she would be in the middle somewhere. “On the other hand, you and I both know that sometimes these cases can get a little difficult and weird—and definitely odd when you are concerned.”

“Am I concerned in this one?” he asked.

“I don’t think so.” She tried evading the question because he obviously was involved based on the text message he’d sent earlier. However, maybe not just that had happened. Had something else weird come up in his world already?

“I mean, except for the word believe, and I don’t know that it’s got anything to do with your case, does it?” he asked. When she didn’t say anything, he went on. “I can’t imagine how it would even relate.”

“No, I can’t imagine it either,” she acknowledged, “but that doesn’t mean that it doesn’t.”

“Good point,” he muttered. “Anyway, I’m heading off downtown, been doing paperwork all morning here. Did you ever hear from the insurance company on repairing your apartment’s front door?”

“Not this morning,” she grumbled, “and not yesterday either.” Her insurance company was still stalling because, as Simon mentioned so aptly, she was a bad bag. “Nothing new. Why? Are you trying to get me out of there already?” The insurance company was trying to get out of paying her.

“Nope,” he stated cheerfully. “I just thought it might be something I could help you with. I am a builder after all, and I know how these insurance companies work. If you are fine with it, I can take that off your shoulders while you’re working on the case.”

“Ah,” she noted. “I’m sure the insurance company is not impressed that a cop lives there, and they’ll raise my premiums through the roof just to confirm they don’t end up in this position again.”

Simon concurred. “I wouldn’t be at all surprised if they did that, but let’s not jump to conclusions. And, if they can’t help you out with insurance at a reasonable rate, we’ll talk to some of my brokers.”

She almost heard the smile in his voice as he spoke. “Sure, you can do both,” she agreed. “Anyway, I’m heading back to the office now. Everything’s okay.” She had no quarrel with his words but still heard that odd note in his tone. She frowned into the phone. “What are you not telling me?”

“Nothing. I don’t have any insights. I don’t have anything. I just …” He sighed and added, “I wanted to hear your voice and to confirm you’re okay.”

She smiled. “I … am flattered. And since you’re talking to me right now, you can tell I’m okay, and I’m doing just fine.”

“Good enough,” he said. “Sorry, I know I’m turning into a lovesick puppy. I’ll talk to you later.” And, with that admission, he ended the call.

She burst out laughing because the last thing in the world that she would ever expect him to say was that. Simon was a lot of things but a lovesick puppy wasn’t one of them. And, with that, she headed her vehicle back to the office with the case on her mind.

She looked forward to whatever the forensics revealed, knowing without a doubt that Smidge would have plenty to say about it.
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It was a dreary, wet day outside for Simon. He shuffled into his overcoat ever-so-slightly and brushed it off. He had an umbrella in his hand, but he really hated carrying them. Plus he was prone to leaving them at absolutely every location. The minute the sun hid from sight, he tended to buy them by the half dozen. And, sure enough, usually had to repurchase another half-dozen once a year. One of his foremen had suggested that he just leave an umbrella at every jobsite, which made sense, but somehow it just never seemed to happen.

When his foreman Joe called him not too long afterward, he sounded disgruntled. “I’ve got some issues here. So, if you wanted to come by, today would be good.”

Simon frowned at that. Joe never was one for theatrics. “Right now?” Simon waited a moment.

“Yeah, I need you to see this.”

“Why? What’s going on there?”

There was a grunt, and Joe replied, “Let’s just say that we’ll have to redo some of the structures on this one beam here. I don’t like the look of it. I should have been watching him closer. He was the new guy from a couple months ago, who I had to fire. He told me he was some expert welder. No way in hell. He was a poser.”

“Then you already know what the answer is. Fix it.”

“It’ll cost though.”

“It always costs,” Simon declared. “Just do it. I can certainly trust you to determine what’ll need to be redone. After all, how many times have I come over there when you’ve said something similar, only to have me agree with you?”

“Almost always,” he noted, with a snort.

“Then go ahead and just do it.”

“We’ll fix it, but we may think twice before we use this guy again.”

“If he’s doing shit work, no need to think at all.”

“But we’re short-handed.”

“I don’t care,” Simon snapped. “Shit work is shit work, and I don’t want to redo things because somebody can’t handle the job.”

“Oh, I hear you. Come take a look when you’re nearby.” And, with that, his foreman yelled at somebody close by.

Simon laughed because that was part of the job too. It seemed as if no matter what you did, some people were inconsistent, and you had to go back over their work and sort it out to see if they even understood what the hell they were doing. It drove Simon and his various foremen wacky, particularly from the perspective of somebody who had been in the industry as long as they all had been. It seemed completely ridiculous that this was still a thing, and yet it was.

As Simon made his way to the first job in question, it was one finally nearing completion. He stopped in to see his foreman here, Kevin, talking to somebody. As soon as his foreman saw him, he walked over, smiled, and noted, “Hey, I wasn’t expecting you today.”

“I needed to get out of the office,” Simon shared. “Too much paperwork is not good for anybody.”

“Any paperwork period is not good for anybody,” Kevin clarified, with a laugh. “You and I both know that.”

They’d worked together for a lot of years already. And both knew each other pretty well at this point in time. Even better, they trusted each other to do the job that they each needed to do.

As long as Simon kept coming up with new jobs, Kevin had no intention of leaving. And that was huge because consistency in staffing and in dealing with some of these projects helped Simon to create bigger and better deals for everybody.

His foreman faced him and asked, “How’s Kate doing?”

“She got another murder case this morning.”

Kevin shuddered, adding, “God, I don’t know how she can do that job. She must see the absolute worst of humanity.”

“She does,” Simon confirmed.

Kevin shrugged and shook his head. “And yet somehow she can still smile through it all, which is freaking unbelievable,” he muttered. “I don’t know how anybody can do that.”

“She is doing it, and I’m grateful for that. Now, have we got any problems here?”

“No, and we’re getting to the countdown,” he noted. “What about some of those new projects you’ve picked up?”

“Yeah, I’ve grabbed up quite a few of them, haven’t I?”

“You have,” he stated, turning to him.

Simon asked, “Is that okay? Or have we got problems?”

“No, we don’t have any problems with it,” Kevin declared. “I just need to sort out what we’re doing and which jobs you want me working on, although we’re still looking at approximately six months before we have a changeover here.”

“Yeah, we should be well and truly done with this one by then, if not in half that time.”

“That’s probably being overly optimistic,” Kevin suggested, as he studied the work going on around him.

Simon shrugged. “I would say we can probably call this one done in maybe four months.”

Kevin shook his head. “Even that’s pretty optimistic.”

“I know, but I’m an optimistic guy.” Simon smirked.

“So,” Kevin began, “which of the buildings will we do next? I gather the last one that you picked up with all those bodies inside will have to be dropped.”

“It’ll certainly need to be gutted, if for no other reason than to confirm more bodies aren’t hidden in the basement somewhere.”

Kevin winced at that. “I think you should take her back to the studs. If the studs are no good, take those out too.”

Simon sighed. “I was eager to work on that one, but the police aren’t sure that they’re ready to hand it back over to me, which is pretty wild considering what they already know. The owner has now passed away, so it’s not as if anybody will be charged for any of the murders.”

“What about the husband?”

“He didn’t know very much about it apparently, and I’m not sure that I have any reason to doubt him on that. He’s already been through quite a bit, once he understood the implications of what had happened.”

“It’s pretty shocking when you think about it.”

Simon nodded. “Right, but her father was very much the, … if not the actual instigator of it all, he was certainly involved to the point that she felt she had to keep all the murders secret for a very long time.”

“Keeping those kinds of secrets though,” Kevin noted, “can just poison your soul.”

“She died of a rare cancer. So, I would say that she’s already suffered quite a bit for it. Now the police have their hands full, identifying bodies and contacting families,” Simon shared in a bitter tone. “Thankfully that’s not Kate’s department.”

“No, and that’s a good thing, especially since she keeps catching new murders.” Kevin grimaced.

“I know. Not everybody can do her job,” Simon said, turning to look at the present building that was coming along so nicely.

Kevin added, “That’s what’s special about Kate in its own way. As long as she can keep doing what she’s doing, she’s a happy camper. The minute anybody makes any suggestion otherwise, you can bet she’ll tear a strip off them.”

“Some people don’t have the calling for it, but she absolutely does, and we need her on our team. Who else will help the victims?”

“Exactly,” Kevin concurred.

“Now,” Simon began, “shall we get back to our problems? Kate’s got more than enough of her own to handle.” He gave a snort, and, with that, the conversation changed. “I’ve got three buildings that we’ll be working on. I need to know which one you prefer. I have a preference for one of them for you to oversee, but it would be good if it lined up with your preference as well.”

“I really want to be part of the old renovation downtown,” he shared hopefully.

“Yeah, I was pretty sure you wanted to be part of that one.” Simon grinned. “We’re not ready for her though. I’ve got to get engineers in to see just how much we can save, and then we’ll need architects in order to help rebuild her to her newly refurbished glory, whatever that’ll look like.”

“And that’ll be dependent on a structural analysis.”

“Yeah, so, I’ve got your name down for that one, but it’s not next.”

“You’ve wanted that one for a very long time,” Kevin noted. “Presumably now though, you’re not looking to buy any more.”

“No, though I do still have a few on my wish list, and I have to watch for that. As soon as anybody knows—and with the face of Vancouver changing as rapidly as it is—a number of people could decide to sell, and I need them to not sell right now.” He laughed and added, “I haven’t overextended myself, so don’t you worry. Still, I need to get some of this started so I have an idea of where the money will have to go.”

“Yeah, I’ll say,” Kevin muttered, shaking his head. “I couldn’t believe it when you bought the last one. I understand the land is good, and lots of potential is there but still …”

“I know, but I wasn’t about to leave that one either, especially not at that price.”

“As long as you can fund it at the end of the day, you’ll do fine,” Kevin stated. “In the meantime, you’re keeping me employed, so it’s all good. You have one going on Georgia Street, right?”

“I do,” Simon confirmed, with a nod. “That’ll be a complete rehab, top to bottom. Do you like the look of that one?”

“Yeah,” Kevin stated, with a huge grin. “I’ve always had some special connection to that one, so, if you’re good with that, I’ll take that one on.”

“Perfect,” Simon replied.

“And then you’ll get, what … Joe to take on the other one?”

“He’s working on one right now that will still be ongoing for quite a while,” he pointed out, “but, yes, the other new project will probably end up being Joe’s.”

As Simon pivoted to walk away, Kevin called back to him. “Just checking but you’re doing okay yourself, right?”

He turned to him and smiled. “Yeah, I’m doing okay.”

“Because, you know, some of that sight stuff,” Kevin muttered, with a visible shudder, “that’s enough to keep me up at night.”

“No, I’m doing fine with it,” he shared. “Obviously it’s not something I expected at this stage of my life, but I guess my grandmother was right.”

“Yeah, well, when you got a grandma with the second sight,” he noted, “you don’t really have a whole lot of choice, do you?”

He smiled. “No, no, I sure didn’t. I tried hard to fight it, but that’s what happens. You fight it, and it doesn’t do any good.”

“You really did try though, didn’t you?” Kevin asked, staring at him again.

“Yep, I was pretty adamant that I didn’t want anything to do with it,” he admitted. “Shit happens anyway.”

“See? That part’s really what I would struggle with,” Kevin admitted. “I would want some semblance of control over it all.”

Simon snorted. “Yeah, you don’t get that,” he stated, with a knowing smile in his foreman’s direction. “And I get that people would want control, including myself, but it doesn’t do any good.”

Kevin shook his head. “Look after yourself, and look after her. She’s a good one. … Knowing what you know now, would you have changed anything?”

Simon’s smile brightened as he thought about that first case, where he met Kate. “Nope. Honest to God, I wouldn’t change a thing.”


Chapter 3
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Back in the office, Kate called forensics. Adam, one of the techs, picked up on the other end.

He greeted her with, “We just got back with all the stuff from the crime scene.”

“Right,” she agreed. “His phone, … I need that first.”

“Then come on down here and work on it,” he replied in exasperation. “You and I both know that there’s no time or energy or budget money for most of this stuff.”

“Good, I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

After a moment of silence, he snapped, “Fine, have at it.” Then ended the call.

She laughed, looked over at Lilliana, and shared, “Heading down to forensics. I should have just brought the phone back with us, but they wanted to go over it first.”

“It’s fairly common,” she noted, then glanced at her. “If they clear it, we can work on it up here maybe.”

“That’s what I thought, except he wants me to work on it down there.”

She rolled her eyes at that. “I’m not surprised, but let’s start with that cell number, check his phone records, all that good stuff,” she suggested, with a nod toward Rodney, who was already on his phone, asking for just that.

“Good idea,” Kate muttered. “Let me go get it.” She stood, grabbed her phone, ready to exit her department.

Colby walked in and took one look at her. “Where are you heading?”

She gave him an evil smile and replied, “To light a torch under forensics.” He gave her a worried look, and she held up a hand. “I’ll just grab the phone. They can clear it first for whatever they want, but Rodney’s getting John’s cell number so we can see a list of John’s calls. We have to start on that.”

“Fine,” Colby muttered, a frown creasing his forehead, “but don’t push forensics. There’s been some … unrest down there.”

“That’s fine,” she said. “I get it. Unrest is part of working with a scant budget, but we also need to get on this case.”

As she walked past Colby, he stopped her. “Hang on a minute. Do you think something else is here, other than a single murder?”

“I have no idea,” she conceded, turning to him. “All I can tell you is that I need to get at it.”

Colby seemed concerned that there was more to this.

Kate had tried to keep her voice calm, but she knew that look on Colby’s face. She added, “If you’re asking about Simon or anything else along that line, no. I don’t have anything from him. I don’t have any reason to believe this case is anything other than an isolated incident.”

“Thank heavens for that,” Colby muttered. “The last thing we need is another serial killer and a string of bodies attached to him.”

“I understand. Thankfully not a lot of serial killers are out there,” she noted, “but they are all deadly, either way.”

“Get a move on it then.”

And, with that, she walked out, leaving him staring behind her. As she headed to forensics and pushed open the door, Adam looked up at her, and his eyebrows met.

“You really don’t give us much time, do you?” he grumbled.

She shrugged. “You and I both know that, as the body is getting cold, the trail’s getting colder.”

“And we don’t have any time to spare either,” he pointed out. “It’s not me, per se. It’s the case itself hasn’t got any allowance, and we have a budget issue.”

“We all have a budget issue, but I can’t let it blow up in my face.”

Adam didn’t say anything at first but eventually nodded. “I guess your job is just as stressful as ours, isn’t it?”

“It is,” she confirmed, “and sometimes it’s worse. Although I’m not interested in getting in a pissing contest with you, we’re the ones who have to deal with the families, and it’s damn hard to tell them, Hey, everything’s just sitting in forensics, while we wait for answers.”

He shuddered. “I could not deal with the families. … That sounds godawful.”

She smiled. “Give me what you got, and I’ll get out of your hair.”

“It doesn’t matter if you get out of my hair now because you’ll be back again in no time, looking for more.”

She burst out laughing and coaxed a reluctant grin from him.

“Rodney forewarned me. So, as soon as I knew you were coming down,” Adam shared, “I worked on the phone. We’ve taken any fingerprints from it, and I’ve pulled a history of his calls and text messages. So, if you want to dig around some more,” he shared, pointing to a printed file, “we’ve already copied over the SIM card. Have at it. It’s all in an email to you.” He handed her the phone, still in its protective baggie.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now I don’t even have to bug you, see?”

He rolled his eyes and shook his head. “You’ll bug me anyway.”

“But not intentionally,” she clarified. “We are on the same team, you know?”

“Sometimes it doesn’t seem that way.” And then he glanced around and added, “Things are rough here, with more budget cuts happening.”

“I’m sorry about that,” she replied, “because you and I both know you need a bigger slice of the pie to run this place.”

“Yeah, we do. But it’s not always as clean-cut as we want it to be. And, right about now, definitely some people are not as happy with our department as we want them to be.”

She wasn’t sure what to say to that. “What about Smidge? Does he have any say in this?”

Adam shrugged. “Who the hell knows.” he stated. “He definitely walks to a different beat.” Then he glanced at her and frowned. “You seem to be one of the few people who can keep up with him.”

She laughed. “I don’t know about keeping up with him because, when he moves, he moves. Yet … I get along with him just fine. So I understand that already makes me a novelty.”

“Yeah, you’re not kidding,” he muttered. “People here want to see if the budget cuts include him.”

She winced. “I don’t want to see that.” He gave her the side eye. “He’s good, and we need good,” she declared.

“He’s good, but he’s also impossible to work with.”

She didn’t say anything to that because she was pretty damn sure a lot of people might say the same thing about her. She didn’t want to get into that right now. “Hopefully everything will work out.” With a smile, she walked out with the phone that she needed so badly.

As soon as she got back to her office, she held it up so Lilliana could take a look.

“Perfect.” Lilliana grinned.

Kate continued to her desk. “Adam’s emailed some of the back history we could get off of it—text messages and the like. But I want to go through the phone myself.” As she settled into her desk, she pulled up the email and ran a finger down her screen.

Rodney grabbed a chair, walked over to her, and flipped it around so he could join her, asking, “Anything interesting?”

“This number,” she muttered, as she wrote it down. “John’s been sending texts back-and-forth with that number multiple times, with the end of it saying, No, and that’s final.” She frowned. “I wonder if that final …”

He glanced at her and nodded. “Led to John’s death?”

“Yeah, that will be one of the questions we have to answer,” she muttered. “Still, it gives us something.”

Rodney suggested, “Copy me on that email with the list of numbers and texts, and I’ll start calling them. Maybe we can identify who they are.”

“You call, and I’ll keep reading through these texts.” She sent him the email, pointing out the one number in particular. “From the gist of this, I’m thinking it’s probably the ex-girlfriend, Norma.”

“And how recently?”

She grimaced, shaking her head. “Up to the day he croaked, so yesterday. So, the very day he died,” she noted.

“So, she’s the last person to have contact with him.”

“That we know of,” Kate added.

He stared at her, as realization dawned. “Right, and that could change, depending on whether we can get anything from the apartment building cameras.”

She sighed. “The cameras won’t tell us much. None are in that hallway,” she pointed out. “I checked.”

“Of course not. It always seems as if cams aren’t anywhere they are truly needed.”

“And maybe that’s what the super, the manager, was talking about. Run him too, will you?” she asked, turning to Rodney. “That comment of his made me question what he meant.”

“And I wasn’t with you at the time.”

She nodded. “He made a backhanded comment. I’ll have to find out more now because it won’t leave me alone.”

“What’s that?”

“His comment about that building or that area not being for families,” she stated.

Rodney eyed her. “Yeah. That’s an oddity. I remember you mentioned that.”

“And I don’t like oddities,” she declared, with a frown in his direction.

“Okay, that’s not a problem. I’ll run him anyway just because he’s associated. What about the women who lived on John’s floor?”

“Nobody was suspicious in the group I was talking to,” she shared. “They were all older than him, like twenty years older. Yet all seemed to be half in love with him.”

“Yeah, so we don’t know whether he was poisoned or was drugged, which kind of is a female murder mode. Yet it doesn’t seem the ladies on his floor would have been involved enough with John to do that.”

“Agreed,” Kate replied. “I’m not putting them on my suspect list for the moment at least. How about the men on your side?”

“Why the men?”

“Because John might very well be having an affair with other women in the building. Maybe he’s not too particular as to whether they’re married or not.”

Rodney snorted. “Good point. Let me follow up with them and see what’s going on.”

“And you asked if anyone had seen John last night, right?”

“Yes, I did ask them,” he confirmed, with a wave of his hand. “Nobody saw or heard anything. Nobody could say when they had last seen him, outside of possibly a couple days ago, when he was taking out the garbage. According to one of the men, John was whistling and seemed … happy, in a great mood. When the guy mentioned that to John, he answered, Yeah, finally cleaning out the trash that needed to be gone for a while. Complete mind shift.”

“Any idea what he was carrying?”

“No idea,” Rodney said. “Just black trash bags so he couldn’t tell what it was. He figured John had done some spring cleaning and was happy to get it out of the apartment, happy with the way it made him feel.”

“I guess that’s what we all would feel,” she acknowledged, as she wrote down a note on that.

Rodney stared at her and added, “Aren’t you reading too much into that? It could just be … cleaning.”

“What if he cleared out the last belongings of his ex-girlfriend’s?”

Rodney zeroed in on her and nodded. “Yeah, or maybe somebody else.”

She winced and then groaned. “God, Rodney, don’t even say that. I’m still reeling from the last one. Let’s not have another murder in that same apartment.”

“That would be something, wouldn’t it?” he asked. “Maybe this John guy offed somebody, only to turn around and get offed himself.”

Kate sighed. “Let’s stick to facts before we start delving into fiction,” she muttered.

He laughed. “Are you kidding? You guys, you and Simon, you guys live in fiction.”

With Rodney now working on checking up on some phone calls, Kate went through the rest of the text messages, finally found a work-issues message, and had a phone number. She picked up her phone and called it.

She reached the person whom John had been texting, then identified herself and asked him to identify himself and his company. When he hesitated, she asked, “Unless you have a problem with that?”

“No, of course not. I’m Bill Simmons, a coworker of John’s, and we’re an insurance company. What’s going on with John? He hasn’t returned any of my recent texts.”

“When did you last text him?”

“Just a sec.” Bill came back a moment later and replied, “A couple times this morning.”

She confirmed that quickly because John’s records sat in front of her.

“Last night I had a couple questions about work, so I sent him a text then too. Yet I told him it could wait until this morning because, well, it was obviously already afterhours.”

“Did you often text him about work over the weekend?”

“If I had a problem, yes. John’s a mentor to me as well as a coworker,” he acknowledged. “So I try not to bother him after hours, but sometimes I have to.”

“Of course,” she noted. “Same as my job.”

He gave a grunt and asked, “Has something happened to John? That would be pretty rough if it did.”

“Pretty rough in what way?”

He explained, “No matter how I say it, it’ll sound wrong, but we had a couple big jobs due this morning, proposals for an underwriter, and John was supposed to get the work done, and he hasn’t sent it yet.”

“All I can tell you at the moment is that he won’t be sending anything.”
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      the copyright owner that is granting the License.

      "Legal Entity" shall mean the union of the acting entity and all
      other entities that control, are controlled by, or are under common
      control with that entity. For the purposes of this definition,
      "control" means (i) the power, direct or indirect, to cause the
      direction or management of such entity, whether by contract or
      otherwise, or (ii) ownership of fifty percent (50%) or more of the
      outstanding shares, or (iii) beneficial ownership of such entity.

      "You" (or "Your") shall mean an individual or Legal Entity
      exercising permissions granted by this License.

      "Source" form shall mean the preferred form for making modifications,
      including but not limited to software source code, documentation
      source, and configuration files.

      "Object" form shall mean any form resulting from mechanical
      transformation or translation of a Source form, including but
      not limited to compiled object code, generated documentation,
      and conversions to other media types.

      "Work" shall mean the work of authorship, whether in Source or
      Object form, made available under the License, as indicated by a
      copyright notice that is included in or attached to the work
      (an example is provided in the Appendix below).

      "Derivative Works" shall mean any work, whether in Source or Object
      form, that is based on (or derived from) the Work and for which the
      editorial revisions, annotations, elaborations, or other modifications
      represent, as a whole, an original work of authorship. For the purposes
      of this License, Derivative Works shall not include works that remain
      separable from, or merely link (or bind by name) to the interfaces of,
      the Work and Derivative Works thereof.

      "Contribution" shall mean any work of authorship, including
      the original version of the Work and any modifications or additions
      to that Work or Derivative Works thereof, that is intentionally
      submitted to Licensor for inclusion in the Work by the copyright owner
      or by an individual or Legal Entity authorized to submit on behalf of
      the copyright owner. For the purposes of this definition, "submitted"
      means any form of electronic, verbal, or written communication sent
      to the Licensor or its representatives, including but not limited to
      communication on electronic mailing lists, source code control systems,
      and issue tracking systems that are managed by, or on behalf of, the
      Licensor for the purpose of discussing and improving the Work, but
      excluding communication that is conspicuously marked or otherwise
      designated in writing by the copyright owner as "Not a Contribution."

      "Contributor" shall mean Licensor and any individual or Legal Entity
      on behalf of whom a Contribution has been received by Licensor and
      subsequently incorporated within the Work.

   2. Grant of Copyright License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      copyright license to reproduce, prepare Derivative Works of,
      publicly display, publicly perform, sublicense, and distribute the
      Work and such Derivative Works in Source or Object form.

   3. Grant of Patent License. Subject to the terms and conditions of
      this License, each Contributor hereby grants to You a perpetual,
      worldwide, non-exclusive, no-charge, royalty-free, irrevocable
      (except as stated in this section) patent license to make, have made,
      use, offer to sell, sell, import, and otherwise transfer the Work,
      where such license applies only to those patent claims licensable
      by such Contributor that are necessarily infringed by their
      Contribution(s) alone or by combination of their Contribution(s)
      with the Work to which such Contribution(s) was submitted. If You
      institute patent litigation against any entity (including a
      cross-claim or counterclaim in a lawsuit) alleging that the Work
      or a Contribution incorporated within the Work constitutes direct
      or contributory patent infringement, then any patent licenses
      granted to You under this License for that Work shall terminate
      as of the date such litigation is filed.

   4. Redistribution. You may reproduce and distribute copies of the
      Work or Derivative Works thereof in any medium, with or without
      modifications, and in Source or Object form, provided that You
      meet the following conditions:

      (a) You must give any other recipients of the Work or
          Derivative Works a copy of this License; and

      (b) You must cause any modified files to carry prominent notices
          stating that You changed the files; and

      (c) You must retain, in the Source form of any Derivative Works
          that You distribute, all copyright, patent, trademark, and
          attribution notices from the Source form of the Work,
          excluding those notices that do not pertain to any part of
          the Derivative Works; and

      (d) If the Work includes a "NOTICE" text file as part of its
          distribution, then any Derivative Works that You distribute must
          include a readable copy of the attribution notices contained
          within such NOTICE file, excluding those notices that do not
          pertain to any part of the Derivative Works, in at least one
          of the following places: within a NOTICE text file distributed
          as part of the Derivative Works; within the Source form or
          documentation, if provided along with the Derivative Works; or,
          within a display generated by the Derivative Works, if and
          wherever such third-party notices normally appear. The contents
          of the NOTICE file are for informational purposes only and
          do not modify the License. You may add Your own attribution
          notices within Derivative Works that You distribute, alongside
          or as an addendum to the NOTICE text from the Work, provided
          that such additional attribution notices cannot be construed
          as modifying the License.

      You may add Your own copyright statement to Your modifications and
      may provide additional or different license terms and conditions
      for use, reproduction, or distribution of Your modifications, or
      for any such Derivative Works as a whole, provided Your use,
      reproduction, and distribution of the Work otherwise complies with
      the conditions stated in this License.

   5. Submission of Contributions. Unless You explicitly state otherwise,
      any Contribution intentionally submitted for inclusion in the Work
      by You to the Licensor shall be under the terms and conditions of
      this License, without any additional terms or conditions.
      Notwithstanding the above, nothing herein shall supersede or modify
      the terms of any separate license agreement you may have executed
      with Licensor regarding such Contributions.

   6. Trademarks. This License does not grant permission to use the trade
      names, trademarks, service marks, or product names of the Licensor,
      except as required for reasonable and customary use in describing the
      origin of the Work and reproducing the content of the NOTICE file.

   7. Disclaimer of Warranty. Unless required by applicable law or
      agreed to in writing, Licensor provides the Work (and each
      Contributor provides its Contributions) on an "AS IS" BASIS,
      WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or
      implied, including, without limitation, any warranties or conditions
      of TITLE, NON-INFRINGEMENT, MERCHANTABILITY, or FITNESS FOR A
      PARTICULAR PURPOSE. You are solely responsible for determining the
      appropriateness of using or redistributing the Work and assume any
      risks associated with Your exercise of permissions under this License.

   8. Limitation of Liability. In no event and under no legal theory,
      whether in tort (including negligence), contract, or otherwise,
      unless required by applicable law (such as deliberate and grossly
      negligent acts) or agreed to in writing, shall any Contributor be
      liable to You for damages, including any direct, indirect, special,
      incidental, or consequential damages of any character arising as a
      result of this License or out of the use or inability to use the
      Work (including but not limited to damages for loss of goodwill,
      work stoppage, computer failure or malfunction, or any and all
      other commercial damages or losses), even if such Contributor
      has been advised of the possibility of such damages.

   9. Accepting Warranty or Additional Liability. While redistributing
      the Work or Derivative Works thereof, You may choose to offer,
      and charge a fee for, acceptance of support, warranty, indemnity,
      or other liability obligations and/or rights consistent with this
      License. However, in accepting such obligations, You may act only
      on Your own behalf and on Your sole responsibility, not on behalf
      of any other Contributor, and only if You agree to indemnify,
      defend, and hold each Contributor harmless for any liability
      incurred by, or claims asserted against, such Contributor by reason
      of your accepting any such warranty or additional liability.

   END OF TERMS AND CONDITIONS

   APPENDIX: How to apply the Apache License to your work.

      To apply the Apache License to your work, attach the following
      boilerplate notice, with the fields enclosed by brackets "[]"
      replaced with your own identifying information. (Don't include
      the brackets!)  The text should be enclosed in the appropriate
      comment syntax for the file format. We also recommend that a
      file or class name and description of purpose be included on the
      same "printed page" as the copyright notice for easier
      identification within third-party archives.

   Copyright [yyyy] [name of copyright owner]

   Licensed under the Apache License, Version 2.0 (the "License");
   you may not use this file except in compliance with the License.
   You may obtain a copy of the License at

       http://www.apache.org/licenses/LICENSE-2.0

   Unless required by applicable law or agreed to in writing, software
   distributed under the License is distributed on an "AS IS" BASIS,
   WITHOUT WARRANTIES OR CONDITIONS OF ANY KIND, either express or implied.
   See the License for the specific language governing permissions and
   limitations under the License.
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PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.
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"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.
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